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also condemned the errors made by the comrades in our unit. That
very day he returned to his town. I went to my uncle's house in
Perambur.
I thought intensely and deeply about myself, the Communist
Party, and my relations with the party. Clarity eluded me and I was
perplexed.
The party that I had known in 1947 was a different one. The
qualities and instincts of that party were different; the ethics and the
norms were different; the inner convictions and human relations of
party comrades in those days were different. They might even have
been wrong. But they were honest and they had their own unique-
ness.
"The party that I see now is different. The comrades of those days
are still here. But not all of them are happy. They think of inter-
national developments, the achievements of the cause, and the
principles of Marxism. They think of all the links between them-
selves and those developments and principles and somehow reconcile
themselves to the reality at hand." Many of them were quite unhappy
with party life and with what went on in practice. I came to know
this through my numerous talks with them at a personal level.
Those men were not ordinary men; they were not "average" men.
Had they never come into the party, they would still have accomplish-
ed a great deal in their individual capacities. They had the imagina-
tion, skill, intelligence and passion to sustain great tasks. They had
come to the party with very high hopes, casting away their social
status. And they had hawked party publications in the streets.
Those who stood "first in the presidency" in the university exami-
nations, those who owned businesses involving lakhs of rupees,
and those who held big posts had renounced such things and given
themselves up to the movement. Now I found many of them secretly
regretting what they had lost. Not one among them had obtained any
personal gain from the party. That, however, was not a matter for
sadness. But should not the party at least have benefited by their
dedication? But it had not worked. That indeed was their, spiritual
tragedy. All of them had almost crossed 40 years of age. I was
hardly 20.
With every veteran comrade I discussed at length about the internal
life of the Communist Party. "Why is it that a comrade like Angusamy
does not come to the party?" I asked.
Comrade Angusamy belonged to the [mercantile] Chettiar commu-